Dtf. He faies he will returne incontinent: 

He hath commanded me to goeto bed. 

And bad me to difmifTe you, 

Em. DifmifTe me? 

Bef. It was his bidding, therefore good Emilia , 

Gnie me my nightly wearing, and adiue. 

We muft not now difpleafe him. 

Em. I would you had neuerfeene him, 

Bef. So would not I,roy lone doth fo approuehim, 

That eucn his ftubborncnefl'e,his checks and frownes. 

Prcthee vnpin me ; haue grace and fauour in them. 

Em. I haue laicd thefe fhectes you bade me,onthc bed. 

„ Bef. All’s one good faith : how foolifh arc our minds? 

It 1 doc die before thee.prethee fhrowd me 
Iu one of thofe fame (hcercs. 

Em. Gome, come, you talke, 

Bef. My mother had a maid cald Barb ary. 

She was in loue,and he file lou’djprou’d mad. 

And did forfake hcr,(hc has a long of willow. 

An old thing ’tvvaSjbut it expreft her fortune. 

And (be died finging it.that Song to night. 

Will not goefrommy mind — harke, who’s that knocks? 

Em. It is the wind; 

Bef. Now get thee gone,good night : 

Mine eyes doe itch,does that bode weeping ? 

Em. Tis neither here nor there. 

Bef. Wouklft thou doc fuch a deed , forall the world ? 

Em, Why would not you. 

Bef No, by this hcauenly light. 

Em. Nor I neither,by this hcauenly light, 

I might doe it as well in the darke. 

Dtf. W ould thou doe fuch a thing for all the world ? 

Em. The world is a huge thing, it is a great price. 

For a ftnall Vice. 

Bef. Good troth 1 thinke thou wouldft not. 

Em. By my troth I thinke I fboulci.and vndo’c when I had done 
it t mary I would not doe fuch a thing for a ioynt ring ; orfor mra* 
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lures of Lawnc, norforGownes, orPetticotes, nor Caps, norany 
fuch exhibition; but for the whole world ? vds pitty, whe swould 
not make her husband a Cuckole,to make him a Monarch ? I flaould 

venture purgatory for it. 

j)ef> Beflsrcw me 3 if I would doe fuch a Wrongs 

For the whole world. . , 

% m , Why,the wrong is but a wrong t’the world; and haumg the 
world for your labour , tis a wrong in your owne world 9 and you 
m i<>ht quickly make it right. 

D Def. I doe net thinke there is any fuch woman; 

Em. Yes, a dozea,and as many to the vantage, as would (lore 
the world they played for. 

Bef. Good night, good night : God me fuch vfage fend. 

Not topickebad from bad,but by bad mend. 

Exeunt. 

Enter I^go and Rodcrlgo, 

lag. Here ftand behind this Bulkc,ftraite will he come, 

Weare thy good Rapier barc,and put it home f 
Quickc^quicke/eare nothing,rie be atthy elboc; 

It makes vs or it marres vs 3 thinkc of that* 

And fixe moft firme thy refolution. 

Rod. Be necre at hand,I may mifearry in'tv 

lag. Here at thy hand,bc bold* and take thy fword* 

Rod. I haue no great dcuotion to the dead; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons, 

Tis but a man gone : forth my lword,hc dies. 

fag. I haue rubd this young gnat almoft to the fenfe*. 

And he growesangiy now : whether he kill Cajsft, 

Or Cafsio him,or each doc kill the other, 

Eucry way makes my game ; liuc Roderigo, 

He calls me to a reftitution large, 

For Gold and lewells^hat I b©bd fromhim^ 

As gifts to Defdemwa: 

Ic muft not bc^if Cafm Aoc rcraaine* 

L 3 He 
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